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ANNOUNCER:  "Uncle  Sam’s  Forest  Rangers" 

HUSICs  {Quartet;  Rangers’  Song 

ANNOUNCER:  And  now  we  go  again  to  the  Pine  Cone  National  Forest.  As 
you  know.  Ranger  Jim  Robbins  has  been  recuperating  from 
the  injuries  he  received  during  the  big  fire  that  swept 
his  district  a few  week's  past,  and  since  then  the  assistant 
ranger,  Jerry  Quick,  has  carried  on  the  work.  But  Jim 
will  be  out  within  a few  dayso  Meanwhile  he's  taking  it  easy, 
as  he  regains  his  strength.  As  "we  a.rrive  at  the  Ranger 
Station,  supper  is  over  and  Ranger  Jim  and  Bess,  and  Jerry 
and  Mary  Holloway  are  sitting  on  the  porch,  talking  about 
the  old  days  in  the  Forest  Service,  when  range  wars  were 
as  common  as  filling  stations  and  every  man  toted  his  own 
shootin*  irons  — - Today's  episode  is  adapted  from  a story 
entitled  "War  Eagle  War",  by  Julian  Rothery  of  the  U.  S. 

Forest  Service, 

JIM:  (FADING-  IN)  Managing  the  range  on  our  National  Forests  is  sure 

a different  Job  from  what  it  used  to  be, 

JERRY;  Gee,  I wish  we  had  some  excitement  like  they  had  in  the  old 
days, 

BESS:  (EMPHATICALLY)  Well,  I certainly  don't, 

MARY;  Why  not,  Mrs,  Robbins? 

JIM,  (CHUCKLING)  Well,  Mary,  I reckon  Bess  got  kinda  tired 

wonderin'  whether  or, not  her  husband  was  cornin'  home  in 
one  piece  or  all  carved  up  by  six  shooters. 
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BESS: 

JIMS 


BESS: 

JIM: 


MARY; 
JERRY: 
^ JIM; 
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JERRY: 

JIM: 
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BESS: 

JIM; 


<4 
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It  was  enough  to  worry  a person  to  death. 

That  was  a long  time  ago,  Bess.  You  don*t  have  to  worry 
about  those  range  wars  any  more. 

Well,  that's  something  to  be  thankful  for  anyway. 

That's  right,  Bess.  (CHUCKLING-)  Those  old  boys  certainly  did 
cut  up  aplenty.  - — Did  I ever  tell  you  about  the  battle  of 
War  Eagle  Bridge? 

Oh,  no,  I'd  love  to  hear  about,  Mr.  Robbins, 

What  kind  of  a battle  was  it,  Jim? 

It  was  a first  class  range  war,  Jerry.  And  when  I say  "war, ” 

I mean  Just  that.  There  was  an  old  Irishman  we  called  One-eye 
Galloway.  He  had  about  twelve  hundred  sheep  down  oh  one  of 
the  lower  ranges  on  the  San  Joronado  Forest.  He'd  got  one 
of  his  eyes  put  out  in  a scrap,  but  it  only  made  him  worse, 
because  he  was  afraid  he's  pass  up  a fight  on  his  blind  side 
without  seein'  it. 

He  was  a scrapper,  huh? 

That  was  his  favorite  pastime  Well,  the  only  place  in  the 

forest  I could  run  his  sheep  was  a range  up  above  the  cattle 
country.  In  the  War  Eagle  district.  But  there  were  a couple 
of  ex-prospectors  had  their  cattle  in  there  and  they'd  been 
fightin*  with  One-eye  as  long  as  I could  remember 
If  they  weren't  fighting  him  they  were  fighting  someone  elseo 
(CHUCKLING)  That's  right,  Bess.  But  you've  got  to  admit  they 
had  a better  side  to  their  natures. 
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I suppose  so;  taking  In  that  child  the  way  they  did. 

Yeah,  some  one  left  a baby  girl  at  the  general  store  one 
night  and  they  adopted  her.  They  called  her  the  War  Eagle 
Kido 

What  a terrible  name  for  a baby. 

But  she  was  a lovely  child.  Awfully  pretty. 

And  two  old  prospectors  adopted  her? 

Yep.  They  hired  an  Indian  squaw  named  Navajo  Polly  to  take 
care  of  her.  Well,  things  had,  been  pretty  quiet  for  a while 
and  I*d  begun  to  figure  maybe  we  were  gonna  have  peace,  when 
one  bright  morning  Galloway  (FADING)  walked  into  my  office, 
mad  as  a hornet). 

’ (FADBOUT  FOR  FLASHBACK) 

GALL;  (PAUSE  --  FADING  IN,  ANGRILY,  IRISH  BROGUE)  Jim  Robbins,  will 
yez  Ipoklt  what  I got  in  the  malls  yisterday? 

♦ JIM;  Well,  Galloway,  what's  botherin'  you? 

GALL;  Will  yez  read  this  letter  I got  from  them  rascals  at  War  Ea-^le?' 

(RATTLE  OF  PAPER) 

* JIMS  Hmm.  (READING)  "Dear  Mr.  Galloway;  This  is  to  tell  you  that 

any  sheep  that  attempts  to  cross  the  Wa  Eagle  Bridge  will 

I 

be  shot  dead  before  they  reaches  the  middle  by  some  honest 
and  peace  lovin'  citizens  that  knows  there  ain't  no  good  in 
sheep.  Same  goes  for  any  human  beings  or  otherwise  that  happens 
to  be  connected  with  sheep  In  any  way,  shape  or  form.  Yours 
truly,  The  War  Eagle  Outfit."  — M-ra~m  sounds  like  they  mean 
^ business,  Galloway. 


I BESS; 
JIM; 

MARY: 
BESS; 
^ IIARY; 
JIM; 
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GALL: 

And  so  do  I,  Ranger.  I’ve  a trigger  finger  meself  that's  been 
itohiri'  in  their  direction  fer  some  tirne  o 

JIMS 

Xou’ve  got  no  cause  to  fight,  Galloway.  They  haven ’d  done 

anything  to  you  yet. 

GALL? 

' That's  the  very  word.  Not  "2lt«  they  ain't.  And  do  yet  thlnlc 
I'll  be  after  holdln'  aie  breath  waitin'  fer  'em? 

**  JIMS 

Take  it  easy,  Galloway, 

GALL: 

And  whllt  I'm  doin'  so,  they'd  burn  me  house  down.  I'm  a 

• 

S 

decent  God-lovin’  man, I am.  I pay  me  taxes  and  send  me  felds 
to  school  and  I've  paid  yez  me  fees  far  grazin'  me  sheep  on 

the  National  Forests, 

, JIM: 

I know  you  have,  Galloway, 

* GALL: 

It*s  only  me  legal  rights  I*m  after  askin'  fer. 

JIMS 

I<ve  already  notified  the  Eagle  outfit  that  your  sheep 

* 

- GALLi 

will  graze  on  the  range  above  their  cattle. 

Sure,  and  I suppose  1*11  be  havin'  to  shoot  the  whole  outfit 
so  I can  get  my  sheep  across  the  bridge. 

JIM: 

« 

You  won't  ha^^e  to  — Wait  a minute  — here  they  come  now. 

4' 

They're  headin'  for  here. 

GALL: 

The  two  of  'em? 

JIMS 

Yep,  Old  Man  Kelly  and  Big  Andy, 

’ GALL: 

Stand  back,  Ranger,  Yez *11  see  lead  fly in'  fast  in  a mlnit. 

JIM: 

Keep  your  guns  where  they  are.  You  go  on  into  the  next  room 
and  wait  for  me,  I wanta  talk  to  them  alone. 

* GALL: 

# 

And  miss  a good  fight?  What  do  .yez  take  me  fer?  They'll 
be  after  thinkln'  I'm  afeerd  of  'em. 
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JIMS  They  won*t  even  know  you* re  hereo  I want  you  to  do  this  just 
as  a personal  favor  to  me,  Gallow^.  Go  on.  I wanta  handle 
• em  myself . 

GALL:  Mind  yea,  Vm  only  doin'  it  as  a favor.  (FADING)  If  yez  need 

me  jist  holler  outc 

JIM;  All  right.  That's  fine.  But  you  wait  'till  I call  youo 

(DOOR  OPENS  AND  CLOSES) 

(KNOCKING  ON  DOOR) 

JUI;  Com©  in! 

(DOOR  OPENS) 

ANDY;  (FADING  IN  — - EASY  DRAWL)  Howdy,  Ranger..  How  ya  feelin'? 

(DOOR  CLOSES) 

KELLYS  (FADING  IN  --  HOPPIN'  MAD)  Ranger,  we  come  here  to  start  a 
fight! 

JIM;  Come  in  and  sit  down,  hoys  — I'm  — I'm  glad  to  see  yoUo 

KELLY:  (ABRUPTLY)  The  first  man  that  tries  to  run  sheep  into  War 

Eagle's  gonna  find  himself  lookin'  down  more  Winchesters  and 
six  guns  than  he  ever  seen  before., 

JIM;  Well,  what  can  I do  for  you  fellas? 

ANDY:  We  come  to  register  a protest » 

JIM;  Oh,  is  that  what  you  want?  Well,  go  right  aheado 

ANDY;  Seeln'  as  how  we  been  grazin'  our  cattle  in  War  Eagle  fer 

the  past  twenty  years,  and  bein'  peace  lovin'  citizens  of 
this  here  United  States,  we  come  to  tell  you  there  ain't  gonna 
be  no  sheep  run  across  our  range.  Do  I make  myself  clear? 
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JIM:  What  make’s  you  think  the  sheep  will  harm  your>  cat  tie  range? 

KELLY:  Anybody  knows  sheep  kill  the  rstnge.  But  that  ain’t  the  most 

Important  thing  to  uSo 

JIM:  Well,  what  is  it  then? 

KELLY;  . We  got  the  War  Eagle  Kid  to  think  of  nowo 

ANDY:  Yeah.  If  sheep  was  to  be  drove  into  War  Eagle  there  ain’t 

no  tellln’  what’d  happen  to  "The  Kid".  She’d  likely  be 
took  with  somethin*  bado 

JIMS  You  won’t  have  to  worry  about  "The  Kid"  with  Navajo  Polly 
nursin’  here.  Polly’s  nursed  everybody  in  these  parts  for 
the  last  fifty  years^ 

KELLY:  She’s  a smart  Injun,  and  she  takes  care  of  "The  Kid"  first  rate. 

But  Polly  ain’t  no  match  agin'  a herd  of  blattin’  woolles. 

They  poison  the  airo 

JIM:  Well,  you  fellas  know  I wouldn’t  do  anything  to  bring  harm  to 

"The  Kid".  We  all  got  a soft  spot  in  our  hearts  for  that  baby 
But  you  don’t  have  the  right  angle  on  thl^o 

ANDY;  Ranger,  we're  a peace  lovin’  outfit,  we  are.  In  the  past  we've 
made  our  laws  and  seen  to  it  that .they  was  enforced  when  it 
was  necessary.  Why,  I kin  remember  once  when  some  fellars  got 
a mite  keerless  about  observin'  them  laws,  and  Jist  to  prove 
to.  'em  how  peace  lovin'  we  really  are,  we  had  to  hang  seven 
of  ’em  at  one  timeo 
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JIMS 


KELLY: 

JIMS 

KELLY: 

JIM: 

ANDYS 


JIM; 

KELLI: 


Yeah,  I*ve  heard  all  about  It.  But  you  fellas  forget  that 
things  ain’t  like  that  any  more.  There’s  plenty  of  range  in 
our  district  for  Gelloway's  sheep.  If  they  don’t  get  onto 
good  range  in  a week  they’ll  starve  .to  deaths  every  one  of  'em 
Ranger,  maybe  you  thought  we  wuz  foolin’  about  "The  Kid"  gettin 
sick  if  any  sheep  wuz  to  be  drove  into  War  Eagle. 

There’s  nothing  wrong  with  her  now  is  there? 

No,  by  golly.  And  there  ain’t  gonna  be.  You  gotta  be  mighty 
keerful  about  raisin*  infants. 

I don’t  know  as  dalloway’s  kids  ever  was  harmed  by  sheep. 

And  he's  raised  a half  dozen  of  'em  on  that  sheep  ranch  of  hie. 
As  I was  sayln',  Ra  ger,  we're  a peace  lovin’  outfit  and  we 
aim  to  keep  peaceful,  at  any  cost.  Jlst  to  be  sure  there  ain’t 
no  misunderstandin’  on  nobody's  part  we  got  our  boys  buildln* 
a barricade  on  our  side  of  the  bridge.  And  we 'remobllizln' 

War  Eagle  to  resist  any  invasion  on  our  land. 

But  that  grazing  land  don't  belong  to  you  fellas.  It's 
National  Forest  range. 

As  Andy  wuz  sayin*,  we  don't  want  no  misunderstandin®.  He 
fought  in  the  battle  of  ’Frisco  Bar  hisself  and  I fit  the 
battle  of  Bull  Run,  but  the  first  ding-blasted  ewe  that 
crosses  War  Eagle  bridge  will  start  a battle  that'll  make  any 
you  ever  heard  of  look  like  a Sunday  School  picnic.  Savvy? 
(FADING)  Come  on,  Andy.  Let's  go. 
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(DOOR  OPENS  AND  SLAMS  SHUT) 

JIM;  Come  on  in,  Galloway.  They’re  gone. 

(DOOR  OPENS) 

GALL;  (FADING  IN)  I heard  every  word  of  thim  rascals. 

JIM:  I figured  you’d  he  listening. 

GALL;  Sure  I was.  Did  ye  hearwhat  they  said  about  barricadin' 
the  bridge? 

JIM;  Yes,  I heard. 

GALL;  And  that  bein'  the  only  trail  onto  the  range. 

JIM;  Don’t  let  it  bother  you,  Galloway.  They  talk  like  that 

all  the  time. 

GALL;  Tbby  do  more 'n  talk,  thim  vairniints.  Old  Man  Kelly  s got 

a natural  squint  to  his  eye  from  seventy  years  of  glancin' 
down  a rifle’. 

JIM;  Yeah,  I’ve  noticed. 

GALL:  And  the  shameful  way  they  carried  on  about  ray  sheep  makin’ 

their  baby  sick.  I never  heard  of  such  nonsense  in  all  me 

life. 

JIM;  Hold  on  now,  Galloway.  How  long  wlllit  take  you  to  drive 
your  sheep  to  the  bridge? 

GALL;  About  three  days,  if  the  weather’s  good. 

JIM;  All  righto  I'll  leave  for  V'^ar  Eagle  pronto.  You  start 

drlvin'  your  sheep  for  there  tomorrow.  But  don't  try  to 
cross  the  bridge  'til  you  hear  from  me. 

GALL:  Faith,  I can  cross  the  War  Eagle  bridge,  barricade  or  no 

barricade o 
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. JIM: 

• 

Now  listen  to  me,  Galloway*  I*ffi  try in'  to  do  you  a favor c 

I don’t  want  you  and  your  sheep  to  get  shot  up,  and  that’s 

what  ’ll  happen  if  you  don’t  do  as  I tell  youo 

OALL: 

* JIH: 

Aw,  yer  always  spoilin’  a good  fight* 

All  I want  you  to  do  is  wait  until  you  hear  from  me  before  you 

start  anything  at  all.  If  you  don't  I’m  not  responsible  for 

^ QALL: 

what'll  happen  to  either  you  or  your  sheep. 

Well,  I’ve  trusted  yez  before  and  I suppose  I might  as  well 

trust  yez  again^-  But,  mind  yez,  I’m  tahin’  with  me  a few 

m 

rounds  of  ammunition  and  all  me  boys  from  the  ranch  — eh  — 

m 

■]i8t  in  case. 

JIM: 

Have  it  your  way.  But  don’t  forget  what  I said.  I*ve  been 

* 

prettjr  good  friends  with  Navajo  Polly  for  a long  time.  I 

• 

thinh  I’ll  ride  up  to  War  Eagle  and  see  if  I can’t  have  a 

talk  with  her. 

MUSIC: 

• JIM: 

TRANSITION 

(FADING  no  Hello,  there,  Navajo  Polly. 

POLLY: 

How,  Ranger, 

JIM: 

1 POLLY: 

W>'ere*s  Andy  and  old  man  Kelly^ 

Them  at  bridge.  Make  fort  for  big  fight.  Them  no  like  sheep. 

JIM: 

(CHUCKLING)  They  don’t  like  sheep,  eh?  How's  the  War  Eagle 

Kid? 

• POLLY: 

She  very  well. 

JIM: 

She  Qughta  be  with  a good,  nurse  like  you  to  look  after  her  — 

Say,  Polly,  I’ve  got  a couple  of  five  dollar  gold  pieces  herso 

« 

• 

I was  thlnkin'  you  might  like  to  have  one. 
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POLLY s 
JIM; 


# 


POLLY; 

JIM; 


• POLLY: 
JIM? 


POLLY; 

JIM; 

« 

• POLLY: 
JIM; 

% 

• '(MUSIC 
ANDY; 
KSLLY; 

• ANDY; 
KELLY; 
ANDY; 


What  me  hafta  do? 

(CHUCKLING)  Well,  1*11  tell  you,  Polly,  I»m  doin'  my  best 
to  put  a stop  to  what  looks  like  a plenty  hot  range  war  and 
I need  your  help.  Now  I've  got  a feather  here  I want  you 
to  take. 

What  me  do  with  um? 

It*s  very  simple,  and  you  get  these  five  dollar  gold  pieces 
for  doing  ito  All  I want  you  to  do  is  kinda  tickle  the  War 
Eagle  Kid  with  the  feather  until  she  puts  up  a howl.  Then 
you  act  like  she's  got  the  colic.  You  knov;  what  the  colic  is? 
Sure.  Lottsa  babies  have  um. 

That's  right.  And  ^i^ou  Just  keep  on  tickling  the  War  Eagle  Kid 
now  and  then  for  a couple  of  days  until  Galloway  gets  up  here 
with  his  sheep.  Savvy? 

Me  savvy.  You  wan turn  baby  holler o 

You've  got  the  idea.  And  leave  the  rest  to  me. 

I get turn  pay  now? 

1*11  give  you  one  gold  piece  now  and  you  get  the  next  one  when 
Galloway's  sheep  cross  the  War  Eagle  Bridge.  Here  you  areo 
INTERLUDE) 

(FADING  IN)  Look,  Kelly,  there  comes  Galloway  with  his  sheep 
Looks  like  he ' s gonna  stop  the  herd  back  t’ ere  aways . 

What 're  they  aimin'  to  do? 

Huhi  Galloway's  cornin'  towards  the  bridgeo 
By  Hlsself? 
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KELLY;  Yep 
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• ANDY: 
KELLYP 
ANDY: 

# 

KELLYS 

ANDY: 

^ KELLY: 


, VOICESS 
KELLY: 

\ MlDYl 

9 

KELLY: 

* ANDY: 
KELLY; 
ANDY: 

* KELLY: 

* 

ANDY: 

KELLY; 

, ANDY: 


^ KELLY; 

» 


Has  he  got  his  guns  drawed? 

Not  yito 

I don’t  reckon  he’s  fool  enough  to  tackle  the  lot  of  us  single 
handedo 

That  don't  mean  nothin’ o Ye  can’t  tell  about  an  Irishman, 

Lemrae  have  another  look  at  'im.. 

Go  ahead.  I better  warn  the  boys.  (FADING  A BIT)  Git  ready, 
you  fellas o I wantcha  to  pop  out  when  I hollerso  But  hold 
yer  fire  'till  I give  the  word, 

(FF)  AH  right,  General,  Let  'em  come,  we’re  ready  for  ’em, 
(FADING  IN)  Say,  Andy,  ye  don’t  see  the  Ranger  anywheres, 
do  ye? 

Nope  o 

Wouldn’t  want  him  to  come  outtin’  in  Jist  when  the  fight 
was  gittin’  good^ 

He's  likely  to  show  up  any  minute  nowo 
It’d  be  jist  like  'im. 

Yeah,  --  We  oughtabe  gittin’  some  news  about  ’’The  Kid". 

Uhuh.  Ranger  said  he’d  let  us  know  if  she  turned  fer  the  wusso 
They  say  colic  gits  right  bad  with  young  uns, 

I wisht  we  knowed  more  about  it  so  we  could  do  somethin' o 
Well,  anyhow,  Navajo  Polly's  the  best  nurse  in  these  parts. 

She  can  make  anything  git  well,  from  a sick  hoot  owl  to  a 
baby  girl. 

But  she's  up  agin’  it  when  sheep  gits  into  the  country, 
pollutin’  the  air. 
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ANDY: 

KELLYS 


VOICES: 

KELLY; 

( VOICES 
ANDY: 

OALL: 

KELLY: 

GALL: 

KELLY; 

GALL: 

KELLY: 

GALL: 

KELLY; 

GALL; 

KELLY: 

GALL: 

ANDY: 


Sure  powerful  good,  the  Ra  ger  helpin'  Navajo  Polly  nurse  the 
kid  the  way  he  iSo 

I reckon  his  conscience  hurts  him  for  tellin*  Galoway  to 
drive  them  sheep  up  here,  I hate  to  do  it,  but  I reckon  we 
oughta  give  him  warnin;  show  *im  what  he's  runnin*  up  againsto 
(CALLING)  Git  ready, boys o We’re  a goin’  over  the  barricade  — 
company  'tenshuni  Forward  marchl 
(OFF)  Git  outa  my  way  — Come  on,  boys  — Yippee! 

(SHOUTING)  Company  — halt!  — take  it  easy. 

DIMINISHING  AND  OUT) 

Galloway  ain't  crossin’  the  bridge.  Listen,  he’s  standin’ 
there  hollerin'  something. 

(WAY  OFF  MIKE)  Hey,  Old  Mm  Kelly! 

Whaddaya  want,  Galloway? 

Where's  the  Ranger? 

Whadda  ya  wantaknow  fer? 

He  said  I was  to  meet  'im  here. 

He's  up  at  the  ranch  helpin'  take  ca.re  of  ”T“e  Kid”, 

Your  kid,  ye  mean? 

That's  righto 
What ' 8 wrong? 

She's  got  the  colic. 

That  ain't  nothin'  to  worry  about.  Bly  kids  all  had  its 

(So Vo)  Listen  to  him.  He's  tryln'  to  make  out  like  sheep  ain’t 


harmful  to  “The  Kid”, 


Tell  'im  what  we're  gonna  do. 
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* ANDYS 
GALLS 
KELLY: 
GALL: 
ANDY: 
GALLS 

* KELLY: 
GALL: 

* KELLYS 
ANDY; 
GALL: 

’ KELLYS 
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* KELLY: 
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KELLY; 

* JIM: 

ANDY: 

KELLY: 
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• JIM: 
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(CALLING)  Listen,  Galloway,  you  git  them  sheep  o’  yourn  outa 

here  hy  sundown  or  we'll  kill  every  one  of  ’em  that’s  In 

the  range  of  our  artilleryo 

Your  sheep  give  our  kid  the  colic o 

(SORE  ) Have  yez  all  gone  crazy? 

Ye  heard  what  I saldo 

Yez  don't  know  nothin’  about  sheep  or  kids,  either  one® 

Yer  own  kids  got  the  colic o Ye  said  sOo 
Ah,  yer  crazy  as  a loon,  both  of  yezo 
(BELLIGERANT)  We're  warnin'  ye,  Galloway « 

Yez  can  save  yerself  the  trouble.  I'll  be  drivin’  me  sheep 
aero 8 t anyhow o 

Ye  asked  fer  it,  Gallowa.y,  and  yer  gonna  git  ito 

We're  a peace-lovin'  outfit,  but  we  gotta  protect  what's  ourno 

Protect  all  yez  want  to.  I'm  cornin'  acrosto 

Git  ready  to  fire  men.  Let  'em  have  It  when  I give  the  wordo 

(FADING  IN  — SHOUTING)  Hey,  wait  a minute!  What's  wrong 

with  you  fellas?  What's  the  matter  with  you? 

Stand  whe^-e  ye  are.  Ranger <>  We're  gonna  go  into  battle,. 
(CALLING)  Galloway!  Come  here  I 

Stay  where  ye  are,  Galloway,  if  ye  don't  wanta  see  lead  f lyin',; 
Keep  your  guns  down,  Kelly.  I come  up  here  Just  now  to  tell  you 
that  "The  Kid's”  worse® 

Worse? 

Whaddaya  mean  she's  worse? 

She's  gettln'  sicker  every  minute o 
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JIM; 
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' Wha'  're  we  gonna  do?  There  ain’t  a doctor  within  fifty  miles. 

We  don’t  need  a doctor,  but  we  need  Galloway, 

Ranger,  there  ain’t  nobody  livin'  today  that  ever  tried  to 
double  cross  me. 

All  right,  if  you  won't  take  my  word  for  it,  I brought  along 
Navajo  Polly  to  tell  you. 

What's  she  got  to  do  with  it? 

Tell  'em  Polly, 

Baby  girl  very  sick.  She  gottum  colic  bad.  Needum  plenty 
sheep’s  milk. 

Hear  th^ 

Sheep's  milk? 

Yes,  sheep's  milk.  (CALLING)  GAlloway.'  Come  on  over  here, 

(STILL  OFF  MIKE)  I djn't  'orust  them  rascals  yer  with. 

Come  on.^  I'll  take  care  of  that  « And  keep  your  hands  off 
your  guns. 

All  right,  if  ye  say  soo 

Ye  mean,  Ranger,  that  the  kid  needs  sheep's  milk  to  git  v/ell? 

That ‘ s the  only  cure  there  is  for  colic.  Ain't  that  right,  Polly? 
Baby  needum  sheep  milk,  or  no  get  v/ell, 

I ain't  takin'  your  word  fer  it,  Ranger.  But  if  Polly  sez  so, 

I reckon  it's  right. 

If  you  stand  around  arguin'  abouf^  it  all  day,  there's  no  tellin® 
what’ll  happen  to  the  kid, 

(FADING  IN)  Wloat  are  yez  wantin’.  Ranger? 

We  need  your  help,  Galloway. 

Well,  what  is  it  ye  want? 


GALL: 
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• JIM: 

• 

1 want  to  ask  a favor  of  you. 

GALL: 

r ain’t  reelin’  much  like  givin’  favors. 

1 JIM: 

You  can  save  the  life  of  an  innocent  haby  glrlif  you  will. 

GALL: 

1 • 

Yez  mean  ”706  Kid”? 

1 ' 

Yeso 

J GALL: 

I thought  it  was  colic  she  had.  ■- 

JIM; 

It  , is.  A very  bad  case.  Isn’t  it,  Polly? 

POLLY: 

Baby  she  very  bad  sicko 

GALL; 

What  can  I do  fer  yez? 

^ JIM; 

The  only  cure  for  it  is  sheep's  milk.  We  need  one  of  your  ewe 

* GALL; 

It’s  the  first  time  I ever,  heard  of  givin'  sheep’s  milk  to  a 

A 

kl.d  with  the  colic,  and  I raised  six  of  ’em. 

• KELLY; 

Whadja  say,  Galloway? 

ANDY; 

Listen  here,  Ranger,  what  kind  of  a deal  are  ye  tryin'  — - 

1 

JIM; 

You  listen  to  me.  Your  baby’s  got  a special  kind  of  colic. 

Polly  can  tell  you. 

• POLLY; 

Baby  girl  very  sick,  needum  sheep's  milk  very  bad. 

, JIM; 

There  you  are=  And  you  old  foolsstand  around  and  argue 

» 

while  the  baby's  dying.  Isn’t  that  right,  Polly? 

• POLLY; 

She  very  sick. 

•j  JIM; 

It’s  up  to  you,  Galloway. 

GALL : 

* 

(PAUSE)  Well  — if  it’s  that  way  I reckon  I can  give  yez 

• 

one  of  me  ewes. 

1 JIM: 

Thanks 0 I knew  I could  depend  on  you. 

“ ' GALL; 

I’ll  tell  me  boys  to  bring  it  over. 
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KALLI; 

GALLS 

KELLYS 

GALLS 

KELLY; 

Gall  a 

KELLYS 

GALL; 

KELLY; 

(TRAMP 

ANDYS 

t 

POLLY; 

JIM; 

POLLY; 

JIM; 

POLLY; 

JIM; 


POLLY; 


Wait  a minute,  Gallowayo 
Huh? 

I reckon,  maybe  we  had  the  wr-ong  idea  about  you* 

What  are  yez  aimin'  at? 

It  yer  willin'  to  give  up  a ewe  to  save  our  baby  girl,  I 
reckon  we  could  let  yer  sheep  cross  our  range* 

Saints  above! 

And  you  can  bring  'em  aero at  the  bridge  now,  every  blattln' 
one  of  'em. 

Put  * er  there,  Mr.  Kelly* 

I'll  have  my  own  boys  escort  yer  sheep  acrost,  — Company  - 

•tenshun!  — (MUMBLE  OF  VOICES)  — Forward,  march!  

OF  FEET  UP  AND  FADE) 

(FADING)  We're  a peace  lovin'  outfit,  Galloway;  and  I kin 
lick  any  man  that  says  we  ain't® 

(PAUSE)  Mlsta,  Ranger* 

Huh?  — Oh,  what  is  it  Polly? 

Me  wantum  five  bucks  now* 

Five  bucks? 

You  say  me  get turn*  nother  five  bucks  when  sheep  cross  bridge® 
Sheep  come  now® 

(CHUCKLING)  Say,  that's  right,  I did.  Here's  your  fiver, 
Polly.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  your  reputation  as  a nurse, 

I mlghta  been  lookin'  down  the  wrong  end  of  Old  Man  Kelly's 
pop  guns  by  now® 

You  wantum  baby  girl  holler  more  now? 
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POLLY! 

JIM: 

POLLY: 

JIM: 


No,  Polly,  she's  hollered  enough  to  convince  those  old  coots 
that  she  had  a bad  case  of  colic o 
What  me  do  with  stieep  milk? 

Throw  it  out.  But  don't  let  anybody  see  you  do  it,, 

Me  flxumo 

Be  sure  about  it,  Polly,  or  my  hide  won't  be  worth  a plugged 
nicklSo 


(PADEOUT) 

MARY!  (FADING-  IN)  And  the  old  squaw  nurse  Just  tickled  the  baby 
with  a feather  to  make  it  yell,  Mr.  Robbins? 

JIM:  That's  right,  Maryo 

JERRY:  That  sure  was  a smart  idea,  Jim.  (LAUC^ING) 

BESS,.  I think  it  was  pretty  hard  on  the  baby. 

JIM:  (CHUCKLING)  Well,  I figured  the  baby  could  stand  a little 

tickling  better  than  those  fellows  could  survive  a gun  fights 
And  that  maybe  she  wouldn't  mind  helpin'  to  keep  her  two 
guardians  from  glttin'  all  shot  to  pieces® 

MUSIC:  FINALE 

ANNOUNCER:  Uncle  Sam's  Forest  Rangers  comes  to  you  every  Friday  on 

' the  Farm  and  Home  Hour  through  the  courtesy  of  the  National 
Broadcasting  Company,  with  the  cooperation  of  the  United 
States  Forest  Service® 
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